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HERMAN ; |

YOU NG KNIGHTHOOD
. FOXTOXN,

e of @ Premices.”

WTER XV —=Conreladed
woman mean? How dared
scitable young friend, start-
. und lnoking puritanically ready
the Searlet Woman with all hor}

i
mean?' " l'v[n':lh'l! Con-

1e laid her hand upon his

raven down of Sroadelotk till be smiled ;™ |

me as cold and sl and unkiod to

possible, and Leep me from giving you |

chance Lo sp« akto me or <'|1]'r1-:-pund l
15 if we had pot been honorable peo- |
pon honer; but to set it all right with

, s she did b —.11‘]’-1<|_\'. at the last !
. just before she set me down safely
sohy then it came very near being all |
for vou; for, until she told me some
L pairing nonsense that you talked to
| had o great mind to run off again, and
s and, after all, 1 did not
‘How
She did ot know how your

fla-h, I suppose; nor did T till thil

i e She does tell fibs now and then—it
il uly fuult—but always, she says, with a

vther to believe her or not.

tions and she keeps a little paper

} ¢ which she sets them all down, so as to
t 1o furget one at confession. I fear

find that the * soothing sacrament’
it. i’ you were her director ; and
Of all things, I detest and des-

vd o all things, 1 love truth,” said Her-
_ uz herhand —“Truth and Constan-ce,
o Aol s i'i”"hl" ! And so lh!!'\' were. Her-
i uot to have made puns, especially

lat this one was founded on fact,

ool Faet,
frur what had become of his supernal and
ponpproachable heroine, his sovereign queen.
bie seventh heaveuly saint? She was gone;
and be did netmiss er. His tragie muse had

put her Tuskins offy, Decause the place whereon

e st was holy ground 3 but she stood for
that only the n to his heart, It i3 not
Y 4 Iald, who ebonses his book for the sake

ol its pretty eovers, that is so well pleased when
Lo womes to read i, or with so good reason,
Hormun had found in his—the fair pages of his
Cosanee’s beari—not quite what he had ex-
potend, it was true, but in nursery parlance a
sant SuUrprise, 8 Surprise so E'lensant. that

or occurred to him to go back to ask what
expoctation had bheeo, or to compare it with
eenlity.  He had been but a boy when he
i love, and a gentle, versatile, dreamy boy,
o sought to find without Lim the stimulus,
Whanee, and steadtastncss, which he'had not yet
nd within, He was a man now, and a strong
dute, man, thongh tender-hearted still,

and wil it as sweet to lead his lady-love, as
| to be Ted by him.  He had changed so

vl that af she had not been much t:hnngl:dl;
mrht not, she could not, have suited
vwell, 15 nol altogrether a guide for him,
acer o be puided, and would, he fore-

v permit him tg be her guide in all

cts where <he weeded one; he hoped so,
vlenst s and if he was not quite sure, his doubt
tle geain of pepper, which gave piquan-
If cupalile of being deceived, it
ch thoughtlessness and artlessness,
| o sl she borself was ill(‘!l]ulb]e of
beeeit, If ot fanltless, she was most eandid
| open in owning hur fanlts, most nobly

r to

R lurraveiess,

YO bs e,

pair them, and most winning in
Happy is the man or wo-

‘II nis or her failings
fore the soul that loves him or
her the best, and be only the dearer for the
revelation. E y

It 15 mot to be imagined, however, that Her|
man analvzed and anatomized Constance after
thee ool Jashion himself, for our satisfaction;
far from . ihs anly 1, who do it for the
saticdiction of gy less omthusiastic readers.
Without deigning to pry into the premises, he
Jumped ut onee to the conelasion that she was
f coely whar he wanted, to make him the
mppiest of wen = and as this wasl precisely the
conelusion to which he had jnmped about
thees vears before, auy little alterntion in the
jire :1|‘='---~l over which he jumped was quite dis-
Fogrnrded.,

mayd who onn pour ont a

aud feelings Wy

CHAPTER XVIL
The Kuight's Conguest.
" Suffer me not in any want
Tu serk retrs cbin ant from 2 plant
Thou didst nei et ; since all us bhe
Plucked up whose growth & uot {eem Thee ™
Heary Taughan.
= Mmd, choosiag man, remember this :
You take his putare with s name ;
Ask o, what his religion is,
For you will soon be of the same ™
The Angel in the Horese.

Herman's second letter (written on the sec-
ond night alter Constanee's return) to Clara,
ed the laiter on the road. . On the reeui[:l
o his fivst, she bad paeked her teavelling trunk,
bidden ?‘.I”_‘»' to pack her obedient s uire, Ed-
ward's, and informed Lim, on his coming home
fromn his elub, thal * she would trouble him to
“toort her to Babimore the next day, to call
w tdie vounger sister.”  She was astonished
to find bhow l::lialr_i she felt, after all her fears
ad misgivings., She did not know herself
vwry well, or she would kave marvalled less,
Auy one, who did know ber well, cquld have
«en that actunl joy to either of her! brothers
mist necessarily be joy to her, whalever she
wight have imagined beforehand; and it is
weireely necessary to say that Herman's letter

! She became as a little child.

| ous—so courteous that, if he was at first some-
| what cool, his coolness unnoticed. It

did not last long ; it d not. Coustance had
never been s person whom{i_i was possible to

see often, without strong g of some kind
| towards her ; and, in her paesent mood, it was

| impossible to dislike her.

he was a creatare
of many phases, snd the oné which now appear-
ed was,

“To herseli and all, a sweel surprise.”

“Let me be a
child,” she would say, “and begin my life
afresh. Teach me. Blame me when I deserve
it. Begin at the beginning with me. 1 have
begun quite wrong ; and I must pick out my
work as well as 1 can, and do it over again.
1 never have been properly trained ; I never
would be. Treat me as you do Jenny, dear

' Aunt Corn. Say, ‘ Constance, Constance, don't

be foolish—don't be wilful—be gentle—do as
‘you would be dope by !’ "
In company, she was said, indeed, to be won-

| derfully unchanged, except that she endeavored
{10 learn, in imitation of Mrs. Ronaldson and

Clara, to practice more of that general attention
'to others, courtesy, or, to sp: plainly, kind-
ness, in which she had piqued herself upon her
defieiency, which gave some discerning people
necasion to say that her loss of property had
jtaken down her pride a little; but the dear do-
mestic Constance, impetuous and imaginative
still, yet docile and temles—-_disinwruud e:‘?u(}
conscientious, yet gay and sportive—

and refined ns ever, yt!;t sim P:nd nmﬁwas
something that neither bishop, relations, the
brilliant and haughty Miss Aspenwall, nor the
meck and mute‘gi.sl.er Agnes Alexis, had ever
dreamed of before,

Msn{ characters appear to attitudinize all
through life, making fableaut-vivans, more or
less cataleptic or grotesque, of their own or
other Yeo '3 beau ideal. A wonderful relief
it would be to them, somgtimes, if they could get
their own ot other people's leave to spring down
from their 'pedestals, be themselves as God
meant them to bey fi themselves and their
posturing, and si m:g’;:; alk, as harmless
nature dictates, is om and refreshment
was now enjoyed by Constance. Satisfied with
loving, she forgot to be/imposing ; and thus for
the first time became—it happéns so sometimes,
when the nature is a fine one—-truly admirable.
She looked at our hero, and nq longer thonght
or cared whether or not she I a heroine,
But there are many things in| this world less
heroie than devotion a.ndfnm ity.

Between this hero and ine, there waa
now but one barrier left. wished it away,
yet neither knew how to throw it down.
through the week, they walked

afternoon, Congtance, who had
remarkable skill in drawing ouflines, had been
amusing herself and the children by sketching
the profiles of different mem of the family,
and making them say, whiek who. Perhaps
it was y a sly device, to givelthat wily young
person an excuse for the study lof certain fea-
tures which were, according ta her impartial
judgment, incomparably regular, fine, and no-
le, and from the contemplation of which ber
eves had fasted for years.

“ There, children, run to'thé window, and
guess who that is. Now, Herman, it is your
turn. Look straight after themé—quick, while
they are gone!  You are altered, indeed,” con-
tinued she, in a low voice ; “ thase lines about
your mouth and brow are new within three
years, They are grave, earnest; commanding,
powerful. They must have stern some-
times in coaflict, to be so strong
Herman, I never supposed befare that 1 was
cowardly ; but, if you did not love me so, I
could find it in me to be afraid of you.”

Constance, the queen, afraid of her cham-
ion 7?7 said he, smiling and altering his out-
Em- very much, like a very bad & ter, as he was,
but his artist did not chide him. “ Ariadne
afrnid of her panther? Are you afraid of its
faring with you as it did with Panl Pry when
he ventured into the Zoilogical Gardens, and,
said the keeper, * Observe this here tiger—how
tame!’ But he bit Paul Pry's finger, who
danced with the pain 7”7

“ You absurd youth, no! Ia
anything on when I see you
of your laughing at me, of which
may be some danger.”

“There is not. I never shall
unless it is for being afraid of so
well-broken a tiger ag m}?ﬂelf‘."

*Nor at my friends ?”

"-S-'ol unless theyre rery queer.
you forgive the infirmity of hum
that case, and laugh too 2?7

“I do not know.” She spoke ntly, and
then abruptly: “ Herman, do you think it is
(nite impossible for you to become a Roman

atholic 77

* Quite ; but I hope that it is by no meansa
so for you to cease to be a Roman Catholie.”

“ And shall you wish that,” asked she, with
some anxiety and hesitation in her| tone, “if it
goes against my conscience ?

“My dearest lpve, if it went
conscience, what |difference could
or those of any man, make to you

She clasped her hands, and was dilent for g
instant. Then, planting her little f re firmly
on the flowery floar, she resumed : “|None, Her-
man. Aftergne example which you det me three
years ago, they ought not, they should not make
any. But, oh, T hope God, in his merey, will re-
member how much weaker I am than you, and
never call upon me to choose betweén my duty
ard my—love.”

* Amen to that last clause. I ghall never
call upon vou for such a choiee, at ;

“I thought you would say so.
very sorry to a tize, not only
such changeableness, but beca
there are some things about Catholi
are still irksome to me, I am sure
me on the whole, and has done me the greatest
good.”

¢ ¢ Catholicism,! or Christianity ?”

“Why, Herman, you sarely would not deny
that Catholicism was, at least, one form of
Christianity, if not the only form!"” .

“1 certninly do not deny that the|doctrines
of the Romish sect contain a certain
Christianity, as do the doctrines of]
ealled Christian sects.”

not afraid of
ile—except
think there

Couldn’t

nature, in

inst your
my wishes,

™
-

lisd heéen jubilant te overflowing. Her eyes
hadd overtlowed, too, and danced, and her heart
bovnded over it. Disinterestedness is the truest
fimterest, after all.
goncrous sympathies ean never be quite with-
wat prosperity ;. for, how poor or lonely soever
their individual lot may be, there can searcely
ever come a time to them when some of their
fricuds will not be wealthy. some of them fa-
Wous, some imsm.iful, aumld some belo\'ed: and
ot penerous, friendly soul takes to itself the
wealth, fume, beauty, bliss, and each several
wellare of all its several friends, and is thus
1!].]-- wost weanlthy, prosperous, and blessed, of
all.

Constance was just putting the last prett
touches 1o her :,.;'fj.-:rr. a day or two after, and,
asit happened, thinking of Clars, the only young
female friend quite to her mind whom she had
“Wr had, and conjecturing, fearing, and hoping,
hout the rencwal of their intercourse, when
Aunette tapped st the door, said that a lady
and gentloman wvished (o see her, and handed
er two eards.  She saw “ Mizs Arden” on the
fint one, and she saw no more. Her
&ud she gave a grent start sim altaneously. She
hurn_.-d to the parlor, longing to have the first
meeting over, but trembling so that she could
scarcély stand.  “ My own i sister !

o bappy you haveé made Herman!" was
i s sincerely grateful salutation, and Con-
“3:“‘"- tound  herself in her arms. In that
O warm embrace, she rested 8 moment, like
?"-“'-l-' child, lost, but comforted by being
:].;ulm_l w1 had. no sister,” wflisperﬂd
.M_-i. -[ HEN voice choked with emotion, f‘ to coun-

. h:zl.;.l-..- ® 1 could never have niade him so un-

T Kiude =1, dearest L‘hlﬁ“ forgi\-‘ﬁ' uge!
ake cyra o i

a e of me, Don't let al= do so e
8P From that time tlgy were Wb,
Clidme ] Y en a pew, F

"Herv'is Edward,” said Clara, a8 she re-

Persons of large and |

heart | their sectarian

, But, Herman, you are a liberal
You do not think, do you, that it is ol

:::E:l(‘:lw what people beliaye, if onl)

“Yes: I do
“Yon do!
liberality 2

Christian.
any con-
they are

Oh, Herman, where is your

I suspect, marked in the private ch
most of their members by the ck eristi
. rather than b
the Christianity whic peds
tombady."l{oﬂe '
creeds set forth to them Him af
of Whose perfection w® are bidden
fect, the Father, as a Being, one of W
attrributes is & H:ndu'bmnry
vengeance, seem to be generall
placable. on the
sider Him as a Being
olence, stripping of His
ment and strong

selve blandly indifferent to
You may be : :
get at the kernel ; Reforms
tion cracked, through ‘all hindrances }/ but how
ean you seal it up in in shell an
your-neighbor to nrwrykm y or break

when at rest, |

{junconverted country. He had Known one ex-

" | the more glarin

“In its place, T h?e. Do not lookiso disap- r"ﬁm’ Romish, but what was essential-
pointed, but l:ﬂtcni earest Constance; and I 7 ce was too warm to generalize. “ The
will tell you why I think it is of condequence, | Bishop.” she med, “after being hard at
a:d of what consequence I think it is.] ‘If only | work day the poor, would jump up
;.e tlay are good,” as you say, they will bq saved, again cheerfully, at the very beginning oiP the

ieve, in spite of their errom of doctsine ; but most interesting canversation with Aunt Cora

 machit i enefl s i e 87 42 | and me, and e away o e st |
—it is fearf r how puch—to i 4
prevent their neighbors from being g In beﬁgl;:oa:‘t ‘was ristianity gl:l!mlld
the most superstitions and least stian sects any reall iad clergyman or ph sician, of
g‘e‘bhmwum'm’ l:)fmgr;behamdw PRLS IINY :any deno{niuﬁan. i !
e thot vay hrough A cupwonbd oy 00t b sicinged Nl drendflly in
word, into the full of God's ord, and Ve ‘uhke o P N, Al w00

life of privation and died a death of agony to
bring to him and us! Let ns share it with fnim
in its pure and wholesome state—not give him,
cither by precept or example, a stone which he
can neither swallow nor digest. ¢ Offend not
your brothér with your meat,’ nor even, un-
necessarily, with your spiritual meat, ‘for whom
Christ died!! Do not {et us insist upon having
it served up, seasoned with superfluous spices
and condiments, which, however we may relish
them, may en and sicken him."”

“ But, dearest Herman, 1 do not mean to of
fend or injure any one. If this fuith is the best
for me, but not fgr others, cannot [ have and
!leuP it for myself? 1 need not be a propagand-
ist. '

“No, my love ; you shall keep it as long as
you thiuk it right; but keep it to yourself you
cannot ; and a propagandist I fear you must be.
Every brilliant and distinguished man or woman,
‘who becomes a convert to Romanism—I do
ot think I nfgamu in saying so—is of ne-
cessity more or less a propagandist of Roman-
ism. When you ‘ let your light so shine before
men, that, seeing your good works, they may
glm-ify the Eather,' they are too likely to glori-
y instead the Church of Rome. Thus the dan-
ger is, that your very virtues are enlisted against
the canse of God's pure truth. You are bound
to do what in you lies to promote the coming
of Christ's kingdom on earth; and Chlrist’s
kingdom on earth will be something very dift
ferent from the dominion of the Papacy, unless
the Papacy has been very much—almost incred-
ibly—belied. I can understand that morbid,
cowardly, self-conceited souls may be glad to
‘shuffle off, a3 they faney, the risk of their own
rsonal responsibility upon others, or selfish
overs of exeitement to obtain religious excite-
ment at any hazard to their neighbors or coun-
try; but I do not believe that generous, high-
hesrted, patriotic persons, like you, have the
least idea of what they may be doing to over-
throw religion and un?ermine the prosperity of
their native land, when they throw their influ-
ence and example into the scale of this saper-
stition. Spread out the map of Europe before
you, and lay your finger, if you can, on that Ro-
man Catholic country whie you would like to
have this country resemble a few centuries
hence. Consider how vou would like to have
either the clergy or the laity of these Uni-
ted States resemble those of the States of the

Chureh, - Your t;yel are saying aamﬂhiug."
“But, indeed, I think you must be prejudiced.
The Bishop was a most wise and ‘.mlyl:fd man;
and yet he upheld the Church of Rome.”
* And re yon uphold it? A case in
point! I your - That was
mer‘t,ion, t argument. You will forgive

me ?

“Yes, this once; because there are some lit-
tle arrears of forgiveness, if I recollect right, to
be made up/on myrtt, before we can settle
our accounty. But let me ask if you have ever
thoronghlz ined the tenets of the Romish
Church ?

“Constanee, have you?"

“ Ah, that is not fair! Never mind me just
now. I will tell you by and by."” '

Now, it y had happened to Herman, as
it to many or most romantic young people,
to be slightl tened with the Romin fever
himself once upon a time. Feeling the symp-
‘toms coming on, but still retaining his reason
go far as to suspect that the distemper might he
/a dangerous one to an American citizen and a
(Christian, brought up to know better, he shad
had the sense or good forturne to write
for advice to his old friend, Dr. Lovel. .

That spiritunl potentate, according to his
eustom in ing with those of his subjects
who possessed clear heads and good educations,
had, instead of saving Herman the trouble of
making up his own mind by making it up for
him, (to be unmade again, very likely, by the
next spiritual potentate who eame in his way,)
sent him word where he could find the mate-
rials for making it up for himself,

Herman had thus read, by his recommenda-
tion, one or two solid church histories, and
some admirable numbers of Whateley's * Cau-1
tions for the Times,"” but chiefly the writings of
past or present Romanists themselves, He had

rofanely chuckled over ¥ the thrice-happy St.
Eonia de Gonsague,”* rolling himselfupon sharp-
pointed thorns by night, instead of a salubrious
mattress, and stuﬂieﬁ with a sadder and more
indignant interest, on the one hand, the melan-
choly account of the life and death of that splen-
did genius, Blaise Pascal, self-immolated to the
gloomy spirit of self-torment, which, under the
name of religion, he served ; and, on the other.
his masterly exposition, in the “ Provincial
Letters,” of the principles of the confessional,
as expounded by the Jesnits, and the later rev-
elations of one or two abjuring Romish priests
in Europe. Bat some of the discoveries, which,
a3 he suspected, he thus had made, were too
ugly to be imparted, except in ease of the ut-
m“u;nt need, to Cons!:lnncg. When a :heusl';tive

irl has uns ctingly just siﬁ]nd’ at the brim
gf a poimt:ﬁe chnlic{, and by God's mercy
escaped alive, who would show her the spider
lurking in the dregs, if by any means less shock-
ing she cam be kept from drinking more?
Moreover—whether rightly or wrengly I do not
know, though I, too, would h:ﬁe!the former—
he rejoiced in hoping that in this country, up to
this time, the Church of Rome had borne quite
as many of her fair and sweet flowers as of her
Dbaneful and bitter fruits. He believed that,
‘with the remarkable sagacity and power of
I:;l: ion for which ghe has n justly com-
nded, she had her uses for men as well
bad, and would hardly send the worst speci-
ens of her manufacture into a new and yet

cellent priest, and women of her communion,
'who might have been an ornament to any.

He ventured to suggest to Conatance, how-
lever, that setting up a claim to infallibility was
always a suspicious indication of spiritual as
well as of m«rical quackery ; and that such a
claim sat ill upon upon s church which had

ved itself capable of such little mistakes—
to characterize them with mildest charity—as
ithe Inquisition, the elevation of Alexander Boy
gia to the spiritual headship of Christendonk
and the fires of Smithficld. He alse pointec
omt to her what seemed to him one or two of
contradictions between the
apirit, and even letter, of the Bible, and some
of the tenets and practices of the Church of
Rome ; and while he assured her that there were
some hwembers of that chureh in whose saintli-
ness no one could believe more devoutly than
he, declared that all that was good in that, as
‘well a in all other Christian sects, was not what

L

qrphans as if they were her own "—

* Her Christianity."

% Once, just after she took the vows, she was
ill, and was ordered to put her feet in warm
water. The Sister ln‘{.rtnnrinn brounght it,
Sister Corona tried it, and said that it was teo
hot ; but the Infirmarian decvlared that it was
as it should be; and the dear soul was so meek
and su firm that she plunged her poor feet in
directly, ‘without saying another word, and kept
them there, as she was bidden, for twenty miser-
able minutes, without so much as writhing,
though when she took them out at last, and
wiped them, all the skin eame off on the towel.”

[ro ue coxTixven.]

For the National Era.
THE TRUE PATRIOT,
BY Wi H. BRISBANE.

1 love o see tiw sturdy onk,
When it resibts the slormy blast,

And at each howling tempest stroke,
Still proves its roots are deep and fast.

But more than this the honest man,
In pdince orlin lowly eot,

Who mects oppression’s pariisan,
And sternly §cils him, 1 will no.”

1 love 10 see 1l slender reed,
When bent Before the sweeping gale,
Still holding ite go'den seed,

That not an glom's worth may fuil.

But more thagthis the man who saith,
When crushed beneata the people's pow'r,
“1 hold 10 truth with steadfust faith,

And for its winmph bide my hour.”
RS- ER 30
[Copyright fecured according w law.)
For the National Era.

JASPER: A ROMANCE.

BY EDWARD SPENCER.

| ==
How Ruth put on Mourning.

Mps. Fleming hds been in the city for a week,
and in a week mote the ball is to come off. It
is toibe a great ball, we acknowledge ; but Mrs.
Fleming is used td such; surely, she does not
worry about the Yet, that she is worried
abo

worried, much indded, for a woman of her habit-
ual composure anq serenity. One might even
fancy from her expression that she is apprehen-
sive of some impending evil, without being able
to guessits character, or the direction from which
it will come. She has heard the thunder mut-
ter, but knows not in which way to look for the
“storm cloud,

It is seldom that Mrs. Fleming soliloquizes.
She is not one of those who are used to let the
workings of thought and emotion flow out over
the lips. No matter how diseased her mind
may be, it rarely betrays its condition by any
verbal hemorrhage. And this fact shall be our
excuse for listening to her just now.

“It is strange, very strange. There is some-
thing wrong. I have been here during a week,
and yet not's soul has called, excepting Mr.
Clinquant, and his manner left o halfimpres-
sion upon my mind of govert insolencg and i
tended impertinence. Betternot. Astute !houm
he be, and he is more so than I imagined when I
first knew him, he will fail if he dares to play
at countercheck with me. And yet I begin w0
fear him, the only man I ever did fear, except
He has power, and will not seruple to
use it in any way his interests or prejudices
may suggest. Ah, but I too have power. What
does this mean, this strange neglect ? Can any-
thing have happened to —— to Jasper—so ter-
rible that they dare not tell me? My God! no.
It cannot, must not be. Oh my son, my lost,
longed-for son. J y if you could only know,
ouly for .« moment know, how deep my love is for
you! How I pine for your dear presence! I
am alone—my heart was carved to be alone,
But why these thoughts? Jasper shall be safe!
What meant Clinquant by his familisrity ? Ah,
if it be true that neblesse oblige, it is equally
true, 1 firmly believe, that snobbery is aqbona-
bred something, that elegantest and longest-
persevered-in culture cannot eradicate. Yet, I
too am the mounted beggar, sores under my
doublet, dust and askes in my wallet. Faugh)
my fancies run dung-hill-ward to-day. Give
Mrs. Fleming an ‘ounce of civet, goog apothe-
cary,' forsooth, or she will soil her lips with
such unwonted words! Ah me, my Jasper, 1
used not to be so,”

The door was burst open by an impetuous
hand, and Richard, the pardencr, hurried into
the room with a single stride. .

Mrs. Fleming sprang to her feet/ pale as mar-
ble, and, steadying herself by resting her hand
upon the table, near which shé had beew sit-
ting, said, in a hollow voice: |

“Keep me not in suspense, Richard. Tell
me your news. You have bad tidings of Jas-

i /

She trembled in spite of herself.

“Do mot alarin yourself unnecessarily,
madam. I have no néws of Mr. Jasper.”

An angry flush came over her face as she re-
sumed her seat. “ Why, then, do you intrude
upon me in this unseemly fashion? Your
abruptness of course frightened me.”

“1 am sorry, madam,” said the gardener,
humbly, “but T am nearly beside myself, in-
deed.” !

“ You seem quite so. Take seat, and 1| will
hear what you have to/say.”

She poured out a glass of water with a hand
that shook a little, and drank it off leisurely, as
if the action helped to restore her ure.

“ Now, Richard, tell me what brought you to
the city, and why you ecame in here unan-
nounced 7" |

“1 eame because of a plot, madam.”

“A plot!” said Mrs. Fleming, looking at
him wonderingly for a moment“out of her dark
eyes, as if she half suspected he was out of his
mind, But instantly she seemed ta recolleet,
to reason, and a glance of intelligence, mingled
with painful anxiety, flitted across her face—
only Hlitted, and was gone, leaving her impas-
o -'L6 m;uinm
“ A plot, m ~—a conspiracy against you.”
@ \\"g’, Richard, these are not the times for
plots and conspiracies, nor this the land. You
are as mysterious as if yonder shadow was cast
on you by the Rialto, and these were the palmy
days of Venice. Speak out. No il of
Ten is here to seize you, Wake up; you are

dreaming. I hold no power. T have no ene-
mies. \5 y should any conspire nst me?”
“ Madam,” said Richard, sadly, land is

so blest but there are conspiracies g?ingon in
it—against reputations, for instance.

Mrs. Fleming started, and sat upright. A
dark flush chased the pallor from heér cheeks,
and the veius in her temples swelled

“ Richard ! " said she, in her ¢ ringing
“y out fully what you came to say.
I wish to all, a 5. Speak out!

4 Mrs. Fleming, you have received invitations
to a ball next week ? " |
“ Yes.”

“ Are you going to be present ? "
% Yes, of course.”
“ Yon must not.”

| % Must not, sir! You n.sestﬂngehnpng:_ 5
Proceed, proceed,” added she, stamping

foot with impatience ; “1 am anxious to hear
what have to tell me.”

“&n,lhwbe‘aninymnrﬁmfms
long time—so long, indeed, that 1 have come
tomgldyon as a friend, as well as'an employ-
er. Perbaps 1 know you better than any other
person, as I onght to, for "—— :

“ Never mind thaf, Richard,” inte
Mrs. Fleming, a sickly pallor coming over

“::ﬂ his valet put 4 new cassock in his room,
- tt.gok “ay‘t:e one while h:.?lli Pi
a ere was the knotted scou stiffen
with blood, in the . i il
“That mi Romanism, I cannot
deny,” said , with judicial solemaity.
| = Bes the " »
an aceount of the tinge.at Memorts i A arion.” fof
Catharine T ng the influence of Chr »
mhu “:'bmr llﬂ‘u,"ih-\ the guile-
| ‘M b7 eonfestor, in which are 1o be
y 1 m 3
‘slept witn f 2:-22‘:-5‘.“..‘.‘;
-hai the boly and ihrice-hap-
! 5 de | rolled | If for three
W was en irel wasicd and pale, which those
with St, Lewis .....a., R Hneiieed 30 Moo ther 0s
quniity of boitb his and his bedding is mbove
‘somewhat 100 i for 1 learn from the
@-:—g—um hmm a..lr-' lay
-u..u-u.-.'.".. han's bed.” ¥

her
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your lips dare not uiter it ? ™'

* You said just now, madam, that you had no
enemies. What i Mrs. Moruinglory 7"

o “Pehaw! a pgendorivak T do not dread
any who are not able to conceal their pique.”

“ Yet she hus o woman's tongue. And Mr.
Clinguant " r

“14 he really false, then ? " said Mrs. Flem-
ing, 8ow thoroughly alarmed. “] have sus-
pected it. Yet I have done a great deal for that
man. | He owes half his position to me.”

i l%s\'e you never seen through himw, madam ?
But I'do not wonder. He has a very deceiving
face, and is wonderfully smooth-spoken. I have
known him long. He tried to ask me some
:tmlions about you very long ago, but Idonot
think my style of response was altogether
agreeable to the ‘old Fox '—at lenst, he quit
that part of the garden very suddenly, and in
h.ijh dudgeon. Then I saw the elaw under the
velvet paw. He wanted to know abune Mr.
._Ja*uer. where he was, and why he was gone
anay, also.”

“Y fear Aim, Richard, if he is my enemy.
But why do you speak of them? Have they
found out ™

* They have found ont a very little, and in-
vented a great deal more. "Tis a diabolical

lot1” said the gardener, very encrgetically,
hen he proceeded: “ Anud your maid, Cla-
risea, she has left you, I believe ? ™

“ Yes—I dismissed her.”

* And she threatened you "

“ Yes—go on."”

“ Do you know, Mrs. Fleming, that Clarissa
is liring with Mrs. Morninglory now, and went
to her directly from you ?

Mrs. Fleming started a little, but responded
with a shrug of the shoulders: “T did not
know that. She’ will be likely to gossip, but
what does it matter more? "

# It matters this, madam. She is varea bitter
:ﬁainst you. She has been bribed, and has

d falsehoods about you.”

“And think you, Kichard,” said Mrs. Flem-
ing, with that haughty gesture of hers, * think
you can be injured by the prating of a ser-
vant? Am I used to let such vile matters give
me annoyance ?  Dismiss the subject, if this is
the sum of the communication you come to
make me.”

“ Madam,"” said Richard, in the serions tone
of admonition of one old in experience, “I
believe it is your only fault that you are con-

1l
something, It is easy to see, as she sits nually in the habit of setting too low a value
there alone in har hotel parlor; very mud.ﬁon the power of those who are inferior to you.

won't do, any way you can fix it. Now, hear
whaat a plot these deevils have hatehed up be-
tune 'em," said Richard, growing excited, and
fulling back unconsciously into his native dia-
lect. “ This Clarissa has tauld her certain sto-
ries about ye; weel, yon Mrs. Morninglory dis-
seminates them far and wide amang thae wim-
mun, so that they wull be evervwhere known,
and believed, for I tell ye it's only the nature
of wimmun to believe all seaundal, and those
yit don't believe wull not hae the pluck to
stand by ye, except a verran few. Then Clin-
uant, he does the same to & T amang the men,
'ye see, and they hae planned it betune 'em,
they three birdies, so that ye wull be slighted
and insulted, and shamed’in pooblic, at the
ball ™

*Richard 1" Mrs. Fleming was standing up,
e with flaming eyes. “ Richard!"

“ Aye, madam, as I tauld ye, 'tis n deev'lish
plot. Ye maun not gang to they ball.”

“Richard!" said . Fleming again—she
had been walking up and down the floor, with
w clenched tightly over her breast—
[ : Kal’lllj, tod in 6 fow woids, what this

plot is. All you know, all /"

“ They say that ye never lo'ed Mr. Fleming,
and that ye did love somebody else in the place
where Mr. Jasper went to school.”

“Well1™ (Eh, how hard the word came,
how pale she was!

“That ye earried on a correspawndence wi’
that person "——

“Well!" The same dry, hard, constrained
tone,

“That your son Jaisper found out about that

count.”

“My God, Richard! To say my son fled,
was forced to flee, ou account of his mother's
“shame! Who dares”

“ That when your son was gane, ye took that
person until your house "

“ What! they surely don’t mean Mr. Classic!"
and she laughed in a dizdainful way, in which
there was, however, a vein of relief, as if she
had apprebended some other conclusion.

. *But, madam, do not langh. Sce what a
fiendish plot it a’ is. That Clarissa, she claps
the cap-stane to the story, by saying—that"——

How those great eyes glared !

“By saying? Go on. Tell me what she
says. Don't seck soft words.”

Oh, the woman's wondrous strength! how
sublimely did it then assert itself!

“ She says, that ye were in the habit of—of
receiving hrr. Classie intil your room o' nights,
the dumbned hizzy! ™ :

Mrs. Fleming's face did not change color,
nor did a feature twitch. She resumed her
seat composedly, and looked the gardener full in
the face.

“ Is that all of it? ™~ 1

Richard was confused ; ho stammered, “ That
is a'—except that yon villain Clinquant, T am
tauld, hea ben putting his pretty pen at work,
and cooking up a story about it, which is to a

in the magazine for the nixt month.
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“ How did you learn all this?”

Richard seemed more confused than ever,
 Why, ‘m-t I heard through the servant's man,
whom Clarissa has been boasting till, and the
rest I got from—ifrom a friend.”

Mrs. Fleming paunsed awhile, seeming to re-
flect ; then she looked up again, and said :

‘It is a well-woven plot, Richard, and ad-

weak, weeping women. But me!” added she,
with & flaming eye and a defiant wave of her
hand—“me ! I will shatter them | Crush them !
It was for fhis, then, this petty vileness, that
yon told me I snwst not go to the ball?”
“ Certainly ye would not wish to be insulted !
A few weeks, and the fauseness of the charge will
be proven. Waitgell it blows over before "—-
¢ Blows over.'- Storms blow not over me! 1
meet them, and turn them, or they crush me ! "
(Thus went the proud Clipper into the old storm-
king's realm, oh, my dear madam, with thy
Jasper at the helm, too. Shall we say,
“ Ex hoe disce alterron 2 ') “ 1 thank you, Rich-
l.rd{ for your counsel, but [ shall go to the
bd .|t

“ Let me advise ™
“Nonsense, Richard, you forget.” She drew
&P io towards her, and began writing.
“VWe must pre for the storm, however,
Richard,” said she, smiling faintly, “and first
to m Mr. Clin}mnt. I think I know how
to do that, at least.” She wrote a few hurried
lines in a couple of notes, sealed and directed
them, and handed them to Richard. ]
“You must go immediately to Mr. Digest’s
office, and hand him this. From there, go di-
rectly home, and hand that note to Mr. Classic.”
“To Mr. Classic!” asked the gardener, in
wondering dismay. “Yes. He must attend
me to the ball.”
“ But, don't ye see, madam "——
That fair'arm waved its queenliest gesture
again, as Mrs. Fleming interrapted him with :
“1 see, Richard, that you are about to become

ﬁ lﬁ 1 (‘ Pll ce B H
Mm,'p:?don Imt offend ye again.”
“I did not in wound youn, Richard,”
said Mrs. Fleming, very kindly, and extending
her hand to him. “I know and am very grate-
ful to you for your devetion. You are my only
friend, almost. But let me work out my own
alone. I .m::t not be remonstrated
with in matters where my resolutions are taken.
Go now, and take care of things at the Hall.
But do not breathe a word respecting this mat-

ter to Mr. Classic.”

“1 suppose I am at liberty to do what I can
towards faulsifying thae reports, madam, sae
lang as I do not wi’ ain pur-

m" said Ri to

y TISING,

cams?ndence, and left his home on that ac- |

mirably calculated to break down one of your |5

80 be your ain plan should fail. - Good bye,
madam. Ye hae the courage for't. God gie |
ye good luck agen them a'." I

“Thank you. Good bye, Richard.”

The gardener, after secing Mr., Digest, return- |
ed to the Hall, and delivered his letter to Mr.
Classic, who, though greatly perplexed, pre- |
pared to obey. The sturdy old Richard next
wok & journey in the same direction we have |
once before seen him wend, was closeted with
Gilbert Congreve for an hour, and then took his
way to the eity again, arriving there a day or
two previous to the ball. How he employed
himself during this time, is not necessary to
state now.

After Richard closed the door behind him,
Mrs. Fleming sat with drooping head, and haunds
| folded over her breast, almost prostrated.
| “Oh, this is hard,” she murmured, * hard, in-
| deed, to bear. Why is my pride thus again assail-
| ed? Whyam I asecoud time tortured with the
foulest aspersion that can light upon a woman ?
I, who have been so circumspect in action, who
can bare my whole heart, so far as it concerns
such matters, to the world! And by & Mornin-
glory, too, a light o' skirts herself, and a Cli-

uant, the brat of a strumpet whose favors were
or the market-place! hy is it—and I all
alone, too—not even my dear son, for whom I
nurture this pride, near by to help me in defend-
ing it? Alone, alone"— and as she bowed
herself still lower, the hot tears trickled down
rapidly into her lap. Then, with u sudden con-
vulsive effort, she started up, sweeping away the
tears from her eyes with a fierce, defiant” ges-
ture.

“No! They shall not have it to say they have
made me wm‘-r! I defy them, the vipers—I defy
them! I will meet them and their wiles, hand
to hand, conquer, and set my foot on them. Ay,
grind them into the dust! But oh,” and in spite
of her strength, the tears welled up again, “ Oh,
| Jasper, Jasper, come home ! cothe home ! Come
| now, my Jasper, come now, and your wishes shall

e mive. 1 will forget Gilbert-—for thy sake, oh
| my darling! Oh, come home, Jasper, come
home, for my heart is desolate, and my spirit
feels the chil valmrs of despair—come | Yet—
if he comes—will they not triumph over me?
will not /e triumph over me! Ah, God! may-
hap—oh, no, not that—mayhap, in revenge, he
told Jasper all that terrible and Jasper be-
lieves! and T have lost himvu?)id he dare? I
would kill him, &ill him, if he robs me of my
son!"

Mrs. Fleming went into her dressing room,
bathed her eyes, and rearranged her toiletin
its usual orderly fashion. She had scarcely re-
sumed her seat, when Mr. Digest, the lawyer,
who had arranged matters with Plato, was an-
nounced, and bade to come in.

“ You have heard of the reports circulating
respecting me, Mr. Digest!” said she, curtly,
but with no visible emotion. “ You see 1 have
been foolish enough to shed a few tears ahout
it. Isent for you to consult you in regard to it.”

“ At your service, mydear madam. Am ex-
ceedingly sorry it has occurred, but I see they
will discover they have been assailing a rock,
a rock, madam.”

“Do you then think I do not feel such mat-
ters acutely, Mr. Digest? That I am not
capable of being bowed down with shame?
Have no susceptibility to agony?” she spoke
these words almost passionately.

“ Mr. Digest fastened his keen little eye npon
her for s moment in an admiring way, and
then he said: “I believe that this round little
earth of ours is pretty hard to the touch, quite
firwm in fact, and eapable of standing a good man
stout buffets ; and vet I am cradibly informed,”
added he, with infinite slyness, “ that it is entirely
a molten mass under the crust. No, madam, [
| do not think you eold, I only wonder at your pow-
| erof seeming so—at your wonderful strength and

composure in this emergency.  Why, nine hun-
dred and ninety-nine women in a thousand |
would be rolling their beds in violent hysterics,
with half a dozen doctors and severnl pounds
of sal volatile about them, while you" |

“ Send for my lawyer to adrise, not to flatter |
me,” said Mrs. Fleming, smiling, but at the |
1 same time with significant emphasis. M. |

Digest chuckled in admiration, and rubbed his
hauds together vigorously :

* Excellent — excellent — what power—she
can even joke in the midst of it l;,hena is a
real enjoyment to one in having such a client;
and my advice is, to trace the charge to its au-
ther or authors, and forthwith commence a
prosecution of them for slander and vilification
of character. We can recover heavy damages,
and put out their rushlights completely.”

1 §unsemel " said Mrs. Fleming, contempt-
uously. “ You legal gentlemen think every bat-
tle has to be fought with rmr peculiar weapons.
Do you think 1 would take such a little matter
as this into a court of justice ? "

“ Little matter! Defamation of character a
little matter! I tell you, madam, it is no trifle
in the eyes of the law. It is felony, and, thongh
best treated by a merely civil action, is open to
indictment, and the penalties are forfeiture of
zoods and person.” i

“It was not for any such E;;rpoae I sent for
you, any how, Mr. Digest. Do you remember
having advised me to be carefulin my dealings
with Mr. Clinquant, on one occasion, when you
met him at my house ? "

“ Perfectly.”

“ Saying that you had reason to mistrust him,
and had the means of proving him to be a vil-
lnin—a charge which I then imputed to your
being piqued at his jokes 2"

"Exm:l.ly," said Digest, ns if taking testi-
money. .

* Do those proofs give you any power over

him—power that could be wielded to his detri-
ment?"”" Mr. Digest rubbed his hands com-
placently. “ Power over him! I should say
they did. They put him between my finger
amf thumb, like a—like a flea—or a pinch of
nufl.”
“ Well, Mr. Digest, Mr. Clinquant has been
writing a story for one of the magazines, con-
taining certain things that may do me an in-
jury, and which, an{how, will be exceedingly
unpleasant to me. I wish to have that story
sup before it becomes public,
understand ?"

“ Aye, and I can do it,” said he, “ and will
doit. 'Tis just fun I like, to decapitate
such a twisting chbap as Mr. Clinquant. I'd
rather do it than receive a thousand-dollar re-
tainer. This is just the opportunity I have been
on the lookout for. But, in regard to the
other matter, can | give you any assistance ?”

“ Thank you. I believe not.”

“ May I venture to ask whether you are goin
to be present at this ball, where le beau momfe
are to assemble, and where I understand le
grand coup is to be struck ?” :

“ Yes—Mr. Classic is to wait upon me there,”
said Mrs. Fleming, in her ordinary tone.

“Grand]" unf i mlng ivacionsly
to his feet, and taking her * Excuse me,
but I never saw your equal. Going to face the

Do you

music, eh—! the lion in hisden? I would
pronounce any one else mad to attempt it, but
you—you can do it—you are equal to it. Your

pulse is ns quiet as can be. You ean do it.”

Mrs. Fleming disengaged her hand with a
slight gesture of impatie nceﬂelnd the lawyer,
bowing, took his leave. As he went, he snap-
ped his fingers, and muttered : * She'll do it.
She'll be down on them all like an avalanche.
And, by Jove, I'll be there to A% sure as
my name's Gloss Digest. Won't she carry the
war into Africa, though! What a scotched set
they will all be, to be sure! Phew! if I only
hl! that woman's strength. But now for my
little tournament.”

He hurried to his office, took some papers
out of & drawer, put them into his pocket-book,
and then went off towards Mr. Clinquant’s
rooms. He found that astute gentleman
his ease in dressing-gown and slippers, in a lux-
uriously-furnished room. He was apparentl
correcting some which lay seat
around him and on his desk.

% Ah, Clinguant, how do? at work, ch? I
wouldn't be an author for something pretty;"”

he earelessly picked up a w-sheet m "H a

new book? * Sub Rosa: a i
actual adventures, eh ? You the hero 2"

has kindly commissioned me to muke them
publie.”
“ Aha—hum. Vastly entertaining, no doubt. |

| No scandal in them, 1 bope?

“ Well, you know they were written pour les
dames ; and what is a dejenner, without a little
the au lait! Very mildly put, though, very
mildly.' i

“ Hum—I suppose s0. That is the wav yon
usually do such things. By the way, will' it be |
impertinent to ask how much you are paid for
this Sub Rosa matter 7"

* Oh, only a trifle. 'Tis simply a little Pus-
quinade enaction, you understand. Fifty dol-
lars, I suppose?”

q Exaull]}('." And Mr. Digest took out his
pocket-book, counted out five ten dollar bills,
and, laying them on the table, said :

*See if that is right.” Proceeding at the
same time, in the coolest and most deliberate
fashion, to lay hands upon and tear up all the
proof-sheets within reach.

“ What in the devil do you mean, sir 7"

“Don't you see? " said Digest, coolly. “Our
queenly (riend bas changed her mind sboutthe |
publication of her adventures, and has commis. |
sioned me to inform you; and guarantee you
against any loss consequent upon the change.”

“Ab, I understand,” said Clinquant, throw-
ing himself back in his chair, with a smile of |
Joy. “ You have come to buy me off. Well,
bid, and let me sge at how large a figure my
revenge is valued.”

) ¥ Fiddle-dee-dee! " langhed the lawyer ; © that |
18 what I call jumping to & conclusion. I sim- |
ply pay you for 1_yuur labor. So far as the rest
14 concerned, all I have to say is, * La Reine le |
veut! And her imperatives are not to be |
slighted.”

“1 don’t understand you, Digest.”

“I'll make it plain, then. Mrs, Fleming says
the story shall not be publisbed ; and, sir, I say
30 100." ]

“Suppose I say it shall, how then?
will restrain me?

“You'll have to eat your words, then, if vou
say that.” ;

* Ah—I suppose yon intend to sue for libel ?
eh? 'Twill bea smart lawyer can make a case
out of Sub Rosa, however plain it may speak to
unprofessional ears.” [

Ir. Digest put on his spectacles, drew a strip
of paper from his pocket-book, fulded it, and
using it a8 a sort of baton in his fingers, began
to spenk in & quiet, cool way, while Clinquant
thiew himself back in his chair defiantly :

“Mr. Clinquant, the experiences of a long
and active professional life have taught me
that no man is more insecure in his position at
any time than just when he thinks himself most
secure. Let me illustrate my meaning by a
story, which, as you are a literary man, may be
of use W you some time or other. We lawyers,
you know, see and hear a groat many things
that the world knows nothing about; and very
oz_hen we get hold of facts and papers that are
of surpassing interest, sim cause of the

i that attaches to ther'::.’ The story I am
about to tell is a case in point: Some five years
ago, a woman, whose husband was just de-

called me in to settle up the estate.

Whao I

| occasion for 1t,

“ And if I do, will you give me that check 7"
“By no means, I wish to keep you harm-
]I_'.\:\.”

“ Ah,"” said Clinquant, gnashing his teeth,

Mr. Digest meplaced the check carefully in his
pocket-book, teok a pinch of snufl, and took up
his hat,

“What secority have 1 that you will keep
your phrt of the bargain? " oasked L"i'.hqauh'.,
hoarsely.

“ There's no bargain about it,” said Digest,
putting on his hat and moving towards the door.
“I've kept this matter seeret for five years, be-
cause it has been to my interest so to do. I
shall certainly not use it unless there is a proper
i, Good day.”

“ There's a pretty story spoiled in the telling,”
chuckled he, 45 he made his way homeward.

* How that fellow hates me. Phew! He would
murdee me, if he was certain of not being
eanghty  But it is not rogues [ fear, but honest
people,” and with this paradox the worthy law-

yer dismissed the subject.
[ro BE coxriNvED. |
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For the Nauonal Era,

MEN AND WOMEN.
No. L.

Wherein Man is Greatly Magnified.

BY GATL HAMILTOX,

Iam & woman. Tam sorry that it is so, but it
i550. I would a great deal rather be a man ; but
I am not & man. If my own inelination had
been consulted, there would have been & unani-
mous yote for *“the opposition;” but my con-
venience was quietly iguored, aud the first inti-
mation I had of the impending catastropho was
my own eXistence as u forlorn, dismal, wailing,
girl-bahy,

My masculine preferences do not arise from
the perverseness of the natural heart, proue to
be disaffected towards any existing state of
things, since 1 am universally acknowledged to
possess o cheerful, contented, and happy dis-
positiou ; nor is it the mere whim of a fickle,
capricions mind, It is rathhr a spontaneous
growth of the soil, springing up at all times and
seasons. It is the immovalle granite stratum
underlying my whole life, and outeropping at
frequent points. Far back, almost to my infan-
cy, I remember marching around with acap on
my head, n whip in my hand, and & huge pair
of boots rattling around my feet. As the mar-
tyrs of old time rejoiced in persecution, so I»
with the sublimity of a great principle swelling
my heart, gloried in the epithet “ Tom-boy.”
All feminine employments 1 did not daspise,
but detest.  Whatever kept me within the house
was disagreeable ; whatever took me out of it
delightful. A broom was my aversion, a hread
tub my horror, and a needle, under all circum-
stances, my specific abomination. To hoe, to
rake, to husk corn, to pick apples, to chase

Of course, I was put in ession of the rs.
One of these document?aosrf\ther inlerestgdnp:nc.
from its contents and the endorsement upon |
its back, and I asked the woman its historr, |
which was as follows: About seventeen vears
previous to that time, she said—a long way to
go back—her husband was an industrions |
tradesman in a country town, that owed a fac- |
titious importance to the immediate vicinity of |
8 lavge and flourishing college. T wée my story |
interests you, Clinquant. Her hushand ‘wns a |
shrewd young man, and had made himself
+uite popular among the student fraternity, by |
giving them extensive credits. Among those
who avmled themselves quite largely of this
generosity, on the tradesman’s part, was n
young man, & member of the choreh, a labori-
#us student, and cowsidered the first genius in
his class. Unfortunately, he was not much |
blessed with means, and he had the tastes of a
student of mstheties for fine clothes, and the
fondness of a German professor for tobacco.
So he had to run up a bill with the tradesman,
and, by the time he was ready to praduate, the
acconnt was quite a large sne. The trades-
man began to grow uneasy. What's the
matter—are you sick ?

Clinquant had grown deathly pale, and was
sitting with hands clenched, and eyes fierce
with wrath.

“ No—go on ; I like the stery.”

“You seem to,” said Digest, dryly. “ Well,
the young man put him off from time to time,
saying that he was waiting for funds, until the
day of his graduation, when he gave our trades-
man & check for the full amount, clothes, hats,
tobaeco, pipes, and all included, upon a bank
in a neighboring city, saying that funds had
just been deposited there for his use, in testi-
mony of which he produced a letter signed hy
one claiming to be his guardian, in which he
was notified that blank dollars blank cents had
that day been deposited to the eredit of ;
You really must be unwell, Clinquant 7"

It seemed so, indeed, for Mr. Clinguant had
bowed his head down upon his hands on the
table, and was convulsed with great shudder-
ings and heavings of his whole frame.

“Damn youn !™ said he.

“ Well,” continued Digest, *' the young man
went off next day, and our tradesman went to
the city and the bank, where he received the
consoling intelligence that said check was
nothing worth, because said young man had
not mor never had had any funds in said bank.
And the poor tradesman went home, saying to
himself; that it was very bad policy trusting
smooth-spoken young men, And what is more,
he never heard from the young man again, nor
got his money. Take care—battery "—said he,
as Mr. Clinquant sprang to his feet, and aimed
a blow at him with his fist. The astute man
seemed to have entirely lost his self-possession,
and with glaring eyes, white face, and bleeding
lip, was endenvoring to get round the table at
hﬁ. Digest. That gentleman, however, kept
perfectly cool, simply remarking, in a signifi-
cant tone :

“ Assault and battery is an actionable offence,
my dear Clinguant, as well as forgery. There
is # policeman across the street—shall 1 call
him over?"

“ Forgery! " said Clinquant. * You lie! "twas
only a eheck signed "

“ Wait till I finish the story; or will you do it,
as you seem to be posted?  Let me advise yon,
however, not to commit yourself. The trades-
man, baving the milk of human kindness in
him, was unwilling to prosecute the forger "—

% D—n you! It was signed in my own name,
I tell you."”

%] wm aware of that,” said Digest, coolly;
“but the young man, in his eagerness to have
everything in ship-shape order, and being per-
haps at that time inexperienced in such mat-
ters, rather overdid it, by getting an endorser
upon its back. See, hereitis;" and unfuidu:g
the paper which be held in his hand, and wi
which E’ bad all along pointed his discourse,
he read :

“(Bank of so-and-so pay to order of John
Brown, so many dollars and cents.” Signed,
¢ Aulicus Clinquant. While on the back we
read : ‘Right. John Macerides,’ which latier
gentleman, whose name is here taken in vain,
was, I believe, the then President of the Col-
lege. Am Iright? Well, this latter signature
constitutes the forgery to which I had refer-

"

ence.
|Clinquant had resumed his composure and
his sneer. As soon as he found it was all up
with him, he determined to wear a bold front.
"% Well, you have me—what will you do with
me 7"

“As T told you, la Reine le veut. She pro-
hibits the pubﬁu:don of any stories of the style
of Sub Resa."

“ What else?”

3 “ That is all.”

“And if I do nbt comply with her de-

squirrels, to leap hay mows, to ride perched ou
the top of & wagon load of husks, were my cho-
sen employments and enjoyments; and I can
even now sympathize with my disconsolate little
girlhood, sitting in melancholy abstraction on
the top of the five-barred gate, and wondering
why the eternal fitness of things should forbid

me the luxury of bare feet wo' overullan o -1+

S,

Not that 1 have any ihtrinsic objections to i

woman abstractly, or even concretely consider-
ed. On the contrary, I am quite willing that

every person in the world should be & woman,

except myself. 0 fact, | rather like women
objectively.  What sight can be more impres-
give than vne of those n Hicent ereations we
otten read of, and oceas nally nr‘--——rmtf_-]_\.',
graml, epic—with the blackness and beaoty of
night in the matchless locks that sweep over the
ealm, still brow, aud all the starry splendor of

a thousand nights in the eyes that burn beneath ?
What can be more captivating than the upon-
ing life of a gay little blonde, from whose soft
curls the flutter never quite dies out, whose
dimpling smile is only less sweet than her ten-
der pensiveness?  Or, passing from these T._\'|u-s
of an extinet womanhood, whose departing left
but few traces, we see every day pretty, grace-
ful, aud elegant women, some neat, simple, and
indistinetly limned ; some standing out in hold
relief, with regal adornings; and in our daily
winlks we jostle against countless heroines—
self-suerificing wives, devoted mothers, noble
maidens, who bear a hidden grief, who wrestle
with a secret foe, who silently, i’ need be, brave
the sneer of the world, who will die and give no
sign—and we caunot choose but admire. Sull,
narrowing the question down to a point, this is
the conclusion of the whole matter—high or
low, rich or poor, bond or free,
There is nohing «o spiendid ws w splendid man

I need not search the pages of history for
facts to confirm my position. I need not point
you to Mozart. king in the realns of song ; to
Napoleon, * wrap in the solitude of his own
originality; " to John Bunyan, standing alone
on his Delectable Mountains ; to Milton, thrust-
ing his wives behind him when he entered
Paradise. They are confessedly unapproached
and inapproachable, and therefore would in na
wise strengthen my ense; for they are unique,
not as regards women only, but the whole hu-
man race. To be a man does not necessarily
imply to be a Milton. Eighteon hundred years
furnished but one Napoleon. John Smiths are
born, married, and die, by the thousands, and
nothing apparently ean be more commonplace
than their lives. What, then, should I have
been advantaged, had my soul been permitted
to tabernacle in the flesh of a John Smith?
Precisely this. Commonplace as is the life of
John Smith, the life of Mra. J. 5. is atill more
s0. Small as are his advantages and opportuni-
ties, hers are incomparably smaller; and so,
whether as a man [ might have sat in kings'
palaces or gronnd in the ju'tsun-huum: of pover-
ty, I put on sackcloth and ashes, bewailing my
womanhood.,

Now, don't overwhelm me with a torrent of
phlilmiea ubout woman's opportunities for self-
sacrifice, wmoral hervism, silent influence, might
of love, and all that cutand-dried woman's-
sphere-ism ; pray, don’t. I know all about it. I
could write you an octavo volume on the sub-
jeet, with dedieation, introduction, Frr.t‘nce, and
appendix ; but just go to your window the next
rainy day, and notice the first woman who
passes. See how she is forced to concentrate
all the energies of mind and body on herself
and her easings. One delicate hand clings
desperately to the unwieldy umbrelln ; the other
is censelessly struggling to keep firm hold of
the multitudinous draperies ; and if book, he*
or bundle, elnim a share of her attentiv,
case is pitiable indeed. Down goes one',

upon the wet flag-stone, detected only by & !

ominous flapping against the ankles when the'
garment hmlsJ !m-gnazsatumted—-a loosened Ijztl
on the umbrella, of which it takes advantage,
and immedintely sways imminent over the gut-
ter—a convulsive and random clutch at the
petticonts—the umbrella righted, a sudden gust
of wind threatensto bear it away, and, onc hand
not being sufficient to detain it, the other in-
voluntarily comes to the rescue—sweep go the
draperies down on the pavement—then another
clutch, another adjustment—forward! march [
and s0 on to the dreary, draggled end. J
Stallk—stalk—stalk—comes up the man behind
her. Stalk—stalk—he bas Stalk—stalk—
stalk—he is out of sight before she has passed a
single block. 2z
5#‘ course he is. One sinewy hand lightly
poising bis umbrella ; water-proof overcoat
“close buttoned to the chin:” tightfitting
trousers tucked into enormous Indim-rubber
boots. What is the storm to him? [ do not
think I am naturally malignant, but, under
such circumstances, i{ ii‘ could knock the man
into the gutter, 1 would! :
Is ﬂnEu a small matter? Beloved friend,

mands ———
4 My if ease. She knows
wl:‘ sbout &h il t—if you do

smaller matters then these have swayed &

.
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